TWO SYMPHONIES

in tearing this love from my heart if I tore my heart out
with it, and for what? If I did not already love her, it
would be my duty to love her for pity's sake; to cease to
love her would be to betray her; she needs my love. . . .

Lord, I know not ... I know nothing now but Thee.
Be Thou my guide. Sometimes I feel that darkness is
closing round me and that it is I who have been deprived
of the sight that is to be restored to her.

Gertrude went into the Lausanne nursing-home yester-
day and is not to come out for three weeks, I am expecting
her return with extreme apprehension. Martins is to
bring her back. She has made me promise not to try to
see her before then.
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A  letter  from  Martins:  the  operation  has  beeen
successful. God be thanked!

May

The idea that she who loved me without seeing me
must now see me causes me intolerable discomfort. Will
she know me? For the first time in my life I consult the
mirror. If I feel her eyes are less indulgent than her heart
and less loving, what will become of me? O Lord, I
sometimes think I have need of her love in order to love
Thee!
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An unusual amount of work has enabled me to get
through these last days with tolerable patience. Evety
occupation that takes me out of myself is a merciful one;
but all day long and through all that happens her image is
with me.
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